qitarta.                             45

Well, myght I ones defpyfe thy lore,

but no we (alas) in vayne.
With fond Affection, I dyd flame,

whiche nowe I moile repent,
But all to late (alas) I wayle,

fyth hope of Grace is fpent.
The fickle fadynge forme, and face,

that ones fo muche I fowght,
Hath made me lofe the Skyes aboue,

and me to Hell hath browght.
Why had I Reafon delt to me ?

and coulde not Reafon vie.
Why gaue I Brydle to my wyll?

when I myght well refufe.
A wycked Wyll, in dede it was,

that blynded fo my fyght,
That made me on fuch fadyng Dufte,

to fet my whole Delyght,
A fonde Affection lead me then,

When I for God dyd place,
A Creature, caufe of all my Care,

a fleflhye fletynge face,
A woman Waue of Wretch ednes,

a Paterne pylde of Pryde,
A Mate of Myfchiefe and Diftreffe,

for whom (a Foole) I dyed.
Thus whyle he fpake, I fawe me thought

of Hell an vglye Fende,
With lothfome Clawes, hym for to clofe

and forced him there to ende.
And with this fame, (0 Metibey,)

farewell, farewell, (quoth he)
Efchewe the Blafe of feruent flames,

Example take of me.
My Harte with this began to rent,

and all amafde I ftoode.
O lord (quoth I) what flames be thefe

what Rage, what Furyes woode?